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Chapter 1


	 


	 


	 


	Ryan woke abruptly, startled by a low thudding noise. He needed a few moments to wake up. His brain felt unusually sluggish, as if a thick layer of fog clouded the essential parts of it while he tried to remember where he was and what had happened. 


	He was staying with Jazz, who had suffered a severe bump to the head and a sprained ankle in an unfortunate accident while meeting his ex-boyfriend. Jazz, who kept stealing Ryan’s heart away only to leave it bruised and burned when he took flight again. No, that part was supposed to belong to the past, wasn’t it? After the amazingly intense and emotional sex they’d had the night before, Ryan was confident that he was finally getting to know the real Jazz. 


	Sitting up, he took a look around to find out what had woken him. Staring back at him irritably, Jazz was hovering by the side of the bed, and he gingerly set his foot on the floor. A pain-filled hiss accompanied the movement, and he jerked his foot back up, followed by an indignant snort. The sound was almost comical given the circumstances, but Ryan managed to stifle his laugh in time.


	“Fuck,” Jazz snarled, clearly more angry than in pain.


	“What’s up?” Ryan asked. He jumped out of the bed and approached Jazz with the wariness one might a wildcat.


	“Stubbed my toe on the fucking bedpost,” Jazz grumbled.


	“Where are you going?”


	“Downstairs. I need some coffee.”


	“You don’t have to get up. I’ll get it for you.”


	“But I wanna get it myself.” Jazz sounded tetchy and nervous.


	“You can’t even walk properly yet. Let me,” Ryan insisted.


	“Ry, please. I need to get out of this fucking bedroom. It’s driving me insane. I slept so much in the past three days, I think I’m developing jet lag. My body clock’s probably gonna need a reset. I’m bored stiff, and I really have to move around a bit.” He glanced at Ryan unhappily.


	“Okay. Want me to help you?”


	“I got it.”


	Ryan had little choice but to let him get on with it. They went to the kitchen, Jazz still limping pitiably but stubbornly insisting to walk on his own anyway. He rummaged through the cupboards, fumbled with the coffee machine, and at last held out a steaming mug to Ryan.


	“Thanks,” Ryan said softly.


	Jazz looked at him glumly and said nothing.


	“What’s the matter with you, Jazz?”


	“Nothing.”


	“I don’t know of a nothing that ever got someone in such a grumpy mood,” Ryan observed with an outward calm he didn’t feel as hollow apprehension settled in his chest. The Jazz who was irritably pacing the kitchen on unsteady legs was painfully different from the gentle, trusting man Ryan had gone to bed with the night before. As usual with Jazz, the transition in his mood had happened so fast that Ryan still had trouble catching up with it. He really should know better than falling victim to his own deceptions by now.


	Once again, he had allowed himself to believe that highly strung, neurotic Jazz was finally opening up and allowing Ryan to get close to him. But now it was clear that he was about to jump out of Ryan’s hands again the moment Ryan thought he’d finally got hold of him. It was just as it had always been between them. So far, every encounter had left Ryan increasingly smitten, while Jazz couldn’t seem to get away from him fast enough.


	A weak smile lifted the corner of Jazz’s mouth, but it failed to reach his eyes. “I told you, I just feel pretty restless and wound up, that’s all.”


	“Does your head still ache?”


	“Not really.”


	“How’s your ankle?”


	“Okay.”


	“Do you...uh, is there anything you want to do today?”


	“Don’t think I’m allowed to do what I want to do yet,” Jazz drawled sourly.


	“Want me to read you some more?” Ryan offered. He didn’t have a clue what was going on inside Jazz’s mind, but something was bugging him immensely, that much was clear.


	Jazz stared at him doubtfully and sighed. “Why not. It’s not like I can do much else,” he grumbled.


	They went back upstairs, Jazz struggling to make it but again stubbornly refusing to accept Ryan’s help. At least the effort wore him out so much that he didn’t complain when Ryan told him to get back into bed. Forced into obedience through sheer exhaustion, he slipped under the duvet.


	Next to him, Ryan settled into a half-upright position, leaned against the headboard, and held out his arm in an invitation for Jazz to snuggle up to him. They’d done this before, last night, and Jazz had seemed to like it. Not this time, though.


	Glancing at Ryan’s outstretched arm, he shook his head.


	“No, I’d rather just...” He rearranged his pillow against the headboard, copying Ryan’s pose.


	“Oh, okay.” Ryan picked up the book and searched for the right page to continue.


	“Ryan?” Jazz asked suddenly.


	“Yep?”


	“Why do you do this?”


	“Do what exactly, darling?”


	“Stay here with me and take care of me?”


	“Because you banged your head and hurt your ankle and need someone to look after you, remember?”


	“Yeah, but…watch me sleep, read books to me...?” Jazz continued.


	“I want you to feel good while you’re getting better.”


	“And what you did to me last night?” Jazz’s voice was so low it was barely audible.


	Wondering what on earth he was supposed to have down wrong this time, Ryan replied guardedly, “I wanted you to enjoy yourself while getting better.”


	“Oh.”


	“Why do you ask? Didn’t you like it?” So that was what this was about. Apparently he had yet again managed to inadvertently stumble over one of Jazz’s hang-ups. Ryan was almost taking pity on him. The poor thing looked honestly bewildered, and Ryan wondered if being made slow, attentive love to without being asked to reciprocate was really such an unusual experience for Jazz. Ryan felt close to yelling in frustration. If he’d known that his act of selflessness would cause such a negative mood swing, he would have happily told Jazz to return the favour and suck him off or cater to just any of the fantasies Ryan entertained.


	“I did,” Jazz answered, “I just... I was wondering.” He sounded so endearingly timid that Ryan’s anger was already beginning to evaporate again. He sighed.


	“What about?”


	“Why you did what you did. It wasn’t as though you got anything out of it, was it?”


	“You mean because I didn’t get to come?”


	Jazz nodded silently, his toffee-speckled eyes dark and troubled.


	“Just because I didn’t get off doesn’t mean I didn’t get anything out of it, Jazz,” Ryan explained patiently.


	“Well, what did you get out of it?”


	“I got to kiss you, touch you, and watch you thoroughly enjoy yourself.”


	“Yeah, but...” Jazz was clearly puzzled.


	Ryan turned around and looked at him intently. “Jazz, for me sex is about more than just having an orgasm. I’m not saying that that isn’t an extremely nice and important part, and sometimes it really is all that there is to it. But sometimes, when you’re lucky, there’s a lot more to it.”


	“What’s that?”


	“The connection you build with your partner. Finding out what he likes and how he reacts, feeling him let go, give himself over, and trust me implicitly—that’s what’s truly the best thing about having sex. It’s intense and magical.”


	“And you felt that last night?”


	“Yes.” And I felt so much more than that.


	“Oh.”


	Neither of them knew what to say after that. Jazz just sat there, chewing his bottom lip, completely lost in thoughts. Ryan watched him from the corners of his eyes while at the same time trying to sort through the multitude of emotions rushing in on him. He probably wouldn’t have mentioned it to Jazz, and maybe would have even forgotten about his musings of the night before if Jazz hadn’t brought it up with his shy questions. Last night had really been special for Ryan. Far more so than he’d thought.


	I have indeed fallen in love with him, he realised with a jolt. Jazz, with all his contradictions, his hostile inapproachability, and his quiet intensity, had really gotten under Ryan’s skin. Ryan knew it had started that first night they had spent at the cottage, and everything that had happened in between couldn’t change anything about his irrational, impractical feelings. He was, quite simply, doomed.


	“Ry?” Jazz’s timid voice broke into his thoughts.


	Ryan cleared his suddenly dried-out throat and pushed his thoughts to the very back of his head. Being infatuated with someone was one thing, but realising you had fallen in love with the most irritating man you had ever met was something best investigated in peaceful solitude. Certainly not in the presence of the object of one’s obsession, and most definitely not if said object was currently acting like a blushing teenage virgin.


	“Yes?” Ryan rasped.


	“What if...what if it’s not like that?”


	“What do you mean?”


	“Well, you said the best part about having sex was to build this connection with your partner. But what if you don’t connect and just, um, do it to have fun?” For the first time in days, Ryan found himself having trouble understanding Jazz’s fast drawl once more.


	“Well, that can be quite astonishingly satisfying, too,” he said slowly. “I’m not saying that sex always has to be deep and intense, you know. Sometimes it can really just be about physical satisfaction, about fucking each other’s brains out and about doing it until you’re so sore you can’t walk anymore. Or about playing and experimenting with your partner’s body until you both fall asleep from sheer exhaustion.”


	“That’s what you’ve been doing with me, back at the cottage, right?”


	“Yes.”


	Looking at Jazz, Ryan smiled at the expression on his face. He looked puzzled, outright alarmed, and utterly turned on at the same time. He didn’t say anything else, but Ryan sensed there was something else Jazz needed to get out, so he decided to go for the direct approach.


	“You haven’t experimented much sexually, have you?”


	Jazz blinked nervously and shook his head.


	“Anything you’d like to try, darling?”


	Looking startled, Jazz fidgeted a bit before he said, “Don’t know. What would you like to do?”


	Ryan kissed the tip of his nose. “You didn’t answer my question, sweetheart. What would you like to try?”


	“I did answer. I said I don’t know,” Jazz replied evasively.


	“Okay.” Soothingly stroking Jazz’s arm, Ryan adjusted his tactic. “I’m totally happy for you to make suggestions, you know. I don’t want you to feel like I’m pushing you or that we only do what I want.”


	“I don’t.”


	“I’m just saying.” Ryan kept caressing him and listened to the rhythm of his breathing.


	“Ry?”


	“Yes, baby?” He suppressed a smile, sensing that Jazz had just taken the bait.


	“What if I wanted to do something you don’t want?”


	“Well, if it’s something I really don’t want to do, I’ll say so, and we’re not going to do it. If it’s something I haven’t done yet but I think I might like it, we’ll just give it a go.”


	“Yeah, but if it’s something, um, weird?” Jazz asked in a small voice.


	“Are we talking hypothetically here, or do you have anything specific in mind?”


	“Let’s say hypothetically.” 


	Ryan gently ruffled Jazz’s hair. “We’ll do it the other way around. I’ll tell you my boundaries, and you decide if what you have in mind is in or out. How about that?”


	Jazz let out a faint sigh of relief. “Sounds good.”


	“Okay, here we go. Nothing that should be confined to the bathroom.” Ryan smirked at the predictably horrified expression on Jazz’s face. “I suppose we agree on that.”


	“We so do,” Jazz confirmed. “People really do that?”


	“Yeah, sure.”


	“I don’t think I wanna know.” Jazz let out a sigh. “What else?”


	“No outright violence or humiliation, and nothing that leaves marks. Apart from these pretty little things, of course,” Ryan added and gently ran the tip of his index finger over the fading dark mark he had sucked up at the base of Jazz’s neck.


	“How do you define outright violence?” Jazz asked cautiously.


	“Well, I do appreciate a rough fuck, but I’m not into hitting or beating, let alone whipping.”


	“Did you try any of that?”


	“No.”


	“How about spanking?”


	“Nope. Not on the receiving end, anyway.” Keeping his tone carefully casual, Ryan added, “Wanna try that some time?”


	“No.” The reply came quick and sounded very definite.


	“Have you tried it?”


	Jazz took a moment to answer. “Yes.”


	“Oh. Really? Not your thing?”


	“No. Absolutely not. I let, uh, someone do it once, but I’m not into it. It just hurts, and it doesn’t turn me on at all.”


	“Was it Ron?” Ryan asked against his better judgement, and with a sense of perverted curiosity. The thought alone stung badly. But he still wanted to know the answer.


	Jazz shook his head but didn’t say anything else, and Ryan knew better than to push him. If Jazz ever wanted to tell him, he would do so in his own time or not at all. Instead, Ryan gently steered the conversation back into safer waters.


	“That’s good then, because honestly, I’m not too keen on dealing it out either. But that’s it basically. As far as everything else is concerned, for me it just really depends on the person I’m with. And the situation, to a certain extent.”


	“You’d do anything else?”


	Ryan shrugged. “Yes. Why, do you think I’m too easy?” He winked.


	“No, I’m just wondering.”


	“What about?”


	“If there are any other things I wouldn’t wanna do,” Jazz answered thoughtfully.


	“What about the things you do wanna do?” Ryan coaxed.


	Jazz’s breath hitched and he smiled at Ryan coyly. “I think everything I wanna do is well within your boundaries.” He wriggled closer to Ryan, slid an arm around his neck, and shifted down on the bed, pulling Ryan with him until he was flat on his back with Ryan on top of him.


	“And I think I wanna do everything that is within your boundaries,” he added huskily and started rubbing his groin against Ryan’s playfully.


	Ryan was still worried about Jazz’s head injury, but the temptation was just too strong to resist. Lowering his head, he gently parted Jazz’s lips with his tongue, slipping it inside to explore the by now so wonderfully familiar mouth. Kissing Jazz was something he would never tire of, that was for certain. As was feeling Jazz’s body respond to his caresses. 


	Shifting his weight to one arm, he used his free hand to briefly cup Jazz’s face, and then he trailed it down his throat, along his collarbone, and over his chest. He found Jazz’s left nipple, already hardening in anticipation of the touch. He tweaked the little nub until Jazz let out a sharp hiss, and then he rubbed it with the pad of his thumb to soothe the sting, only to start the game all over again. Jazz loved this. His nipples seemed to be short-wired to his cock, and his response to the stimulation eagerly bumped into Ryan’s groin. 


	“Gonna have to take it easy, sweetheart,” Ryan mumbled against Jazz’s lips, feeding him his words as he spoke. “No overexerting you, remember?”


	“Oh, fuck, don’t care.” Jazz sounded delightfully breathless already. Rolling his hips in shallow but unmistakable waves, he was grinding his erection against Ryan’s now equally hard dick. “Just get us off, will you?”


	Ryan chuckled. Jazz could be endearingly needy sometimes. He trailed his hand further down to where their cocks were trapped between their bellies. They were both leaking pre-cum, and together they would provide enough slick to make this pleasant. It required a little awkward fumble, but he managed to get both their erections lined up together, and he enveloped them in a tight grip. Jazz’s unyielding and yet pliable hard length rested against his own, snug and strong. Twisting his hand, he moved it over the tips of their cocks, smearing the sticky liquid in his palm and then along both shafts. 


	Jazz groaned, impatiently pushing up and into the tight channel Ryan’s hand provided, but Ryan wasn’t going to let him speed things up. He was determined to keep this act slow and gentle, so he eased the pressure a little, ignoring the complaining grumble from Jazz. He’d given his lover a lesson in waiting before, and this was going to be similar. Rubbing their cocks with long but light strokes, he let their arousal build without the risk of them getting too close to orgasm. Yet. 


	He indulged in another intense, passionate kiss and for a few moments, the pleasure of tangling their tongues together blocked out the sensations from his groin. Jazz was clearly getting frustrated now, because he, quite out of character, was trying to take control of the kiss and he was exploring Ryan’s mouth eagerly. It was slightly unusual and strangely exhilarating, and it made Ryan wonder what it would be like if Jazz took control of more than just a kiss. For a moment he was tempted to try and get Jazz to fuck him, but the thought passed when Jazz tilted his hips, cleverly pressing their bodies together and crushing Ryan’s hand until Ryan had no choice but to tighten his grip. 


	Jazz let out another long, ragged moan. He was getting close now, and so was Ryan. The firm grasp of his own fist around his cock, the steel-bar-like feel of Jazz’s flesh sliding against his, and the smells and sounds of their bodies working towards release combined to fill his mind. Soon there was nothing left but the wish to find this wonderful moment of completion, those precious seconds when the world stopped existing, and all that mattered were the explosions in his own groin and brain and the feel of Jazz’s body underneath him, jerking and shuddering at the peak of arousal. 


	Pushing up a bit to give himself space to move, he sped his motions up, clenching his fingers tightly around both swollen, hot cocks until he could feel the pressure build inside him to the point where it became almost unbearable. Jazz was right there with him. He could feel it in the way his lover’s cock seemed to grow even larger in his hand, throbbing in his hold. He wondered briefly if he would really be able to feel the echo of Jazz’s excited heartbeat in it, but the thought ceased to matter when Jazz’s cock leapt to life in his hand, pulsing and spasming just as Jazz let out the adorable little cry that always seemed to accompany his climax. The scent of salty male sex filled the air, and along with another firm, almost-cruel tug at his cock, it was what catapulted Ryan straight into a surprisingly powerful orgasm. He’d been expecting it to be slow and shallow, but instead it was white-hot and intense, burning inside him and leaving him exhausted but happy and well satisfied. 


	Looking down, he met Jazz’s eyes and found his pleasure and feelings mirrored in their near-black depths. It was an unexpectedly magical moment of emotional closeness, and the sudden tightness in Ryan’s chest easily blocked out the sweet aftermath of sexual bliss. 


	 


	 




Chapter 2


	 


	 


	 


	Jazz had dozed off in his arms once again, so Ryan picked up his book to read some more. It wasn’t a particularly challenging story, only a bit of light reading that didn’t require him to concentrate, which was just fine with him.


	Eventually, Jazz shifted against him, and his breathing changed as he woke up, but he didn’t speak, so Ryan remained silent, too. Turning his head a little, Jazz glanced at the book Ryan was still staring at, seemingly wanting to join him. They stayed like that for a while, easily working out a way of reading together without the need to talk. Jazz would just move his head a little when he had finished the page, which was usually faster than Ryan, and Ryan turned it over when he was through.


	“What do you think of it?” Jazz asked out of the blue.


	“The book?”


	Jazz nodded.


	“It’s okay,” Ryan offered, not sure if Jazz was really looking for a full-on literary criticism.


	“Do you know it?”


	“Yeah.”


	“Then why do you read it again?”


	“Because I wanted to read something that I don’t have to concentrate on too much and that I don’t necessarily need to finish reading, because I’ve got a copy of it at home.”


	“Oh. So you read a book you’ve already read again just because it’s okay?”


	“Well, no. I think it’s got a certain appeal, and I read all books that I find moderately interesting at least twice.”


	“Aha. So now it’s got a certain appeal and is moderately interesting?” Jazz teased.


	Ryan let out a chuckle. “Jazz, what are you trying to get at?”


	“Nothing. I’d just like to know what you think of it, that’s all.”


	“I don’t want to bore you. I can get quite tiresome when I give my opinion on a book, you know?”


	A curious sparkle turned up in Jazz’s eyes. “Really? Fire away then.”


	Ryan sighed. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you. I’ll only give you the short version, though. That’s hard enough to digest for the average person. I think the plot’s pretty good. It’s well-developed, with a lot of attention to details and no major logical mistakes, but a little too predictable for my liking. It’s relatively well edited, although the writing style itself is unfortunately not particularly complex. I think that’s the main weakness of the book, apart from maybe the fact that if you’d take out all the repetitive, lengthy descriptions of the characters and settings, you’d only have half as many pages.”


	Jazz had been listening attentively and cast him a long, curious look. “What do you think of the characters?”


	“Oh, well, the woman is a selfish, immature bitch who should make up her mind, and the hero—he’s just a bit pathetic. That other guy’s just a plain nuisance. What do you think?”


	“I think the author’s got them wrong. They wouldn’t behave the way she makes them act.”


	“Interesting approach. Care to explain that a bit further?” Ryan was faintly aware that he sounded remarkably like doing an oral exam with one of his students. Jazz, however, either didn’t notice or just didn’t seem to mind.


	“They’re like puppets on a string. Made to serve the author’s purpose of creating a scenario she herself would like to be in, but it doesn’t work. There’s a reason she has to make up her story. That first guy, he just wouldn’t fall for the girl that easily. Not for someone like her, anyway. With his personal history and the experience he’s got, he’s bound to have developed into someone independent, self-sufficient, and just basically tough. He’s too strong. He wouldn’t simply sit around and wait for her to pass by and sweep him off his feet like that. And he would never put up with her acting the way she does, no matter how much he loves her. And as for her, I think the explanation why she would feel at home in his world all of a sudden is given so sloppily that I ended up wondering if I’d missed a few pages. All in all, I think the characters could have been really fascinating people, but regrettably they turned out far too shallow for my liking.”


	“Wow.” Ryan stared at Jazz in silent astonishment. “I think you’ve definitely got a point there. I’ve never really thought about it that way, to be honest. I just thought it was because they are all quite young, but yes, I think you’re right about him, essentially. You’re incredibly good at reading and understanding people, aren’t you? What’s wrong, Jazz?” he asked, concerned when Jazz’s expression suddenly turned distant and troubled.


	“I’m not.” Lowered to a whisper, Jazz’s voice was brittle with emotion.


	Ryan tightened the hug. “You’re not what?”


	“I may be good at reading people, and yes, I understand them,” Jazz said quietly. “I know what makes them tick, so to speak. Most of the time, I know what someone is like as soon as they enter a room. You can just tell me something, anything about anyone, what they said, how they react to what, their family background, whatever. I will know what to expect from them and how they will behave in a certain situation. But still, I don’t know how to behave around people myself, Ry. Not when I’m with them and talking to them. I don’t understand what they’re thinking or feeling, and most of all, I don’t know what I’m expected to do. It makes me feel like I’m from a different planet, someone intruding or just staring at people’s lives from the outside. It...I just can’t do it, and it’s confusing, and I hate it.”


	“That sounds like you don’t really like being with people, do you?” Ryan asked softly, rubbing his hand along Jazz’s tense back.


	“No. I don’t. Mostly they either bore me ‘cause I can see right through them, or they scare me ‘cause I don’t understand them at all.”


	“What about me? Do I bore you or scare you?”


	“You? I don’t know. You are different.”


	“In what way?”


	“In that you neither bore me nor scare me. I like being with you. It’s nice talking to you.”


	Ryan stroked Jazz’s shoulder affectionately. “It’s nice talking to you, too. And I like being with you, so really, you can’t be all that bad. You’re just not a people person, that’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that. A lot of people I know don’t feel all that good about themselves when they’re in a crowd, for instance.”


	“It’s not about being in a crowd, though,” Jazz said gloomily. “There are surprisingly few people I get along with at all.” He made a face. “I guess I’m just a misanthropist, really.”


	“No, Jazz, you’re not. You’re just extremely intense emotionally. You sense a lot of what’s going on around you, but you’ve never learnt how to deal with it. You can read people so well you know exactly what they want and need. You figure them out too soon, and that makes you lose interest. You tend to react instinctively, but unfortunately you’re also pretty shy and afraid of doing something wrong. That’s why you rather don’t do anything at all, so the signals you give out are contradictory, and you end up being the one the others can’t read. They simply don’t understand you. You’re far more complex and difficult to grasp than most people, you know. “


	Jazz blinked rapidly in confusion and took a deep, shaky breath. “Oh. That was rather unexpected. Where did you get all that psychological insight from?”


	“I just did quite a lot of thinking. You know, the first time we met, there was something that I just completely misunderstood about you. It really bugged me, and I wondered why I had it all so wrong. That’s why, since then, I’ve been paying attention to what you’re really trying to say when you communicate.”


	“That sounds like an awful lot of trouble. You could have just asked.” Jazz’s tone was light, but Ryan wasn’t deceived. What he had said had really hit home, and Jazz was having a hard time digesting it. His annoying tendency to just close up and try to work through everything on his own was clearly about to surface again.


	“Maybe I will ask next time. I just hope I’ll get an answer.” Ryan was careful to keep his voice soft and without a hint of reproach. “Besides, I don’t mind paying attention to what you say or do. Quite the opposite. I rather enjoy it.”


	Chewing his bottom lip thoughtfully, Jazz looked at Ryan intently, his dark eyes troubled and miserable. “Why? Why do you do all that? Why do you bother to put up with all this?”


	“Because I want to know what’s going on inside your mind, of course. I want to know what you think about, what makes you tick, and what bugs you.”


	Jazz let out a frustrated sigh. “Sorry. I guess I’m a bit out of it right now, huh?”


	“Nah, it’s okay. You’ve just been having a bit of a hard time.” Ryan hugged him tightly but felt him stiffen in his arms rather than lean into the embrace. “Jazz,” he coaxed, searching his mind for something to say that would calm Jazz down and put him at ease.


	“It’s okay. Sorry. Just…give me a couple of minutes, okay?” Jazz slid out of bed, ran his fingers through his hair nervously, and picked up his clothes. “I’ll go make breakfast.”


	Ryan watched his struggle to get dressed for a few moments. Jazz was balancing on one leg and the toes of his injured foot quite precariously, but somehow he seemed to manage. He didn’t look at Ryan once. 
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